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Shadows on the Horizon
Jessica Yehle
 
I’m hungry, she says, not with her mouth, but with her eyes.
I study her body, quivering with pain, or maybe just cold, huddled on the couch.  
She’s always hungry. It’s where her beauty comes from - her dark, hooded eyes and 
marionette wrists. There’s a make-shift bandage wrapped around the left one, and 
her skin is hugged so close to the bone that when she moves to adjust it, I can see 
her joints shiver. She has the look of  someone who has traveled at unsafe speeds, 
the heat from her heels rising against the trail of  jealous words and broken hearts 
that litter her path.
We shouldn’t work, but we do. She is beautiful, and I... well, I’m a sucker for a 
pretty face. Beyond that, she is an outlet for my hero complex, and I am a sound-
ing board for her madness. She is wearing a ring that I spent two months’ pay-
checks	on.	It	slides	up	and	down	her	finger,	caught	in	limbo	between	root	and	first	
joint. She twists it nervously and looks up, catching my stare. She is a witch, and 
her bloodshot eyes cast her spell. Hastily, I look away. We both know the danger 
in the locking of  eyes, the unfamiliar sensation of  another being catching glimpses 
of  your soul.
It pains me to do so, but I make my way to the kitchen. I wasn’t prepared for this.  
We don’t have much in the way of  food. Every trip over the last week has been 
seared into my mind. I know how many steps it takes. I anticipate the feeling of  
carpet changing to linoleum. The edges of  counters and contents of  cupboards 
are laid out before me in my mind’s eye, despite the dark. This is important: it’s 
always dark.
I am silent. The only sounds that echo through our halls are the ghosts of  foot-
prints past: the heavy clunk of  my work boots after a long day, the dull thuds they 
made when she threw them down the stairs that night she kicked me out. There, 
in the dining room, is the faint tap of  her stilettos against the mahogany as we 
danced on the night we were engaged, and in the bedroom, the dainty clatter they 
made	as	they	were	tossed	to	the	floor.	The	sounds	that	haven’t	been	made,	I	fill	
in	with	imagination:	the	slow	patter	of 	the	steps	our	firstborn	will	never	take,	the	
stealthy tip-toe of  a teen breaking a curfew we’ll never set.  
I take a can from the cupboard without looking. Our stores are too small to be 
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